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The Miscellany in general has strong claims on 
public support for many reasons, and we are 
therefore the more anxious that the choice 
both of subjects, and of writers, should be care- 
fully and judiciously made, that it may conti- 
nue to reflect credit on its conductors. We 
should add, that this volume is embellished with 
a singularly beautiful sketch of Wallace's Oak, 
with the ruins .of Tor castle in the back 
p-ound, engraved by Miller, after a painting by 
Nasmytb, as well as by a fac simile of the seal 
of Baliol, used by Wallace when regent of 
Scotland. 



The Game of Life. By Leitch Ritchie. — 
2 vols, post 8vo— London, E. Bull. 

Whoever has read ' Tales and Confessions,' 
by Leitch Ritchie, published about a year and 
half ago, must be aware that he is a writer of 
great energy and power. He often reminds 
one of Godwin, in his mode of eliciting the 
romantic out of common and seemingly vulgar 
occurrences ; and of fascinating the reader, and 
forcing him to go on, page after page, with 
gasping breathless eagerness, though the inte- 
rest excited is very often as painful as it is in- 
tense. Still one gets a sensation, and that is 
what we read fiction for now-a-days. The 
present story, the longest, we believe, that Mr. 
Ritchie has yet ventured upon, ends happily, 
and we like it all the better. 

Mr. Vesper, an elderly gentleman, whose 
*arly life had been embittered by the profligacy 
of an only brother, and the consequent death 
of his broken-hearted father, an humble shop, 
keeper in a country town, is in middle life en. 
nched by this abandoned brother dying in In- 
dia, and leaving the fortune he had accumu- 
lated, to be equally divided between his brother 
and a daughter, whom he had by the wife he 

deserted, when he fled from his country. 

notwithstanding the most diligent search, Mr. 
» esper can learn no tidings of this child, and 
he lives a hum-drum sort of life in re- 
tirement, for a long time, until one evening, 
when defeated at backgammon, by the curate 
of the parish, he resolves to set forth from 
home, and play, as he terms it, a game of life. 
In his youth he had been jilted "by a coquet, 
w ho afterwards married an officer. She is 
"ow a poor widow with an only son, living in 
a cottage in Wales. To her he pays his first 
"sit. \yi lcn h e arrives, the son, William 
•-live, who had now reached the age of 
jj°°d, is just setting out to London, to =< 
™ fortune, with ten pounds in his pocket. 
Moreover, he is in love with a certain Helen 
Howard, an orphan girl, who earns a scanty 
jwelihood, by keeping school in his native vil- 
*8 e . The old man proposes to himself the 
a 6 r eeable task of watching (unknown and un- 
Perceived.) over the fortunes of this youthful 
J*" 1 ; and the ' Game of Life' opens with the 
^eer of William Clive, in Babylon of the 
"ations. 

. & is in this part of the book that the great 
,Ss nient ' m innte knowledge, and wonderful 
pUl of the writer, are most powerfully deve- 
°ped. The manner in which the every-day 
Pyrenees and petty misery of a needy life 
* the great metropolis, are vividly pictured 
"yOre the mind's eye of the reader, is very ad- 
f'ttable. We regret that we cannot find room 
? mor e than a single extract ; we shall take 
*? Plw* where, after repeated attempts to 
«*"> a livelihood, and as repeated failures, the 



man- 
to seek 



hero's mind gradually sinks under the pressure 
of want and disappointment, and he iB reduced 
to the necessity of pawning his clothes :— 

" His plans became like dreams, without 
substance or definite shape ; his thoughts, one 
by one, were forgotten ; his temper was cap- 
tious, his voice querulous ; and the low fever 
which preyed upon his vitals, was soon mis- 
taken for an indication of the want of that 
talent and energy, which, to a poor and friendless 
adventurer, are the very basis of hope. The 
people with whom he lodged became every day 
more remiss in their attention, as every day 
their prospects of ultimate remuneration seemed 
more remote. His meals were unsuitable and 
irregular ; his apartment was neglected ; and, 
at length, his pale and ghastly appearance in- 
duced his benevolent hosts to think of consult- 
ing — not the physician — but the overseers of 
the parish. At this period his door was open- 
ed, and, for the first time, one of his London 
associates made his appearance as a visitor. 

" ' You are unwell,' said Burnet, in his 
usual monotone — ' Yes, very unwell. I thought 
how it would be— few constitutions could stand 
the sort of life which must be led by a compa- 
nion of Wigwam. In case of your death, 
you would like me, I suppose, to write to your 
mother ? However, there is time enough to 
think of that ; you will live, no doubt, as long 
as you can — I myself would do the same !' 

" ' I live,' replied the invalid, ' not because 
I can, but because I must. What is there to 
attach me to life ?' 

" ' Very true ; you are a lucky fellow. — 
Your mother has an income independent of 
your exertions ; you have no wife — no children 
— yes, you are a lucky fellow, you can afford 
to die — but you will live for all that.' 

" ' I cannot live without food ; food cannot 
be obtained except in exchange for money or 
labour ; neither of these can I give — and there- 
fore — ' 

" ' Rare syllogism ! But I deny a part of 
the premises, and therefore hold the igitur to 
be, as we lawyers say, a turn sequitur. Money 
is merely the representative of other property, 
and when the principal is present you may dis- 
pense with the locum tenens. That trunk for 
instance contains more clothes than you can 
carry on your back at one moment; above 
your mantel-piece there hangs a pair of pis- 
tols, for which till your case becomes more des- 
perate you can have little use ; and below these, 
a wretched daub— some atrocious caricature of 
a face which it would be libellous to call hu- 
man — acts the foil to a frame not inelegant 
nor uncostly. These articles are neither money 
nor labour, and yet they will purchase both.' 

" ' The daub, Mr. Burnet,' said the invalid, 
with some heat, < I would not part with for 
all your legal knowledge thrown into one bun- 
dle ; and indeed if I may judge of the value 
of your other acquisitions by your taste in the 
fine arts, they would hardly be a fair equiva- 
lent for the bit of gold leaf which covers the 
frame of that drawing.' 

" ' Well, well,' said Burnet, with a cold 
smile, 'let us talk of the wardrobe.' 

These trifles I have already thought of 
selling ; but,' and William added hesitatingly, 
'just suppose that I recover from this illness 

the plight I should have to stalk about the 
world in would be rather an awkward one.' 

You have not thought of selling them, 
replied Burnet calmly, 'you are not such a 
fool. You have not meddled so long with the 



little miseries of your neighbours to be igno- 
rant that you may lend <them for as much as 
you could sell them.' William blushed. 

" ' Ay, ay,' said Burnet, understanding the 
feeling, ' you will soon get over all that. Your 
course is clear— you may wrifSle as you please 
— you may shut your eyes — you may fancy 
you are walking backwards ; but on you witt 
go till your head raps against the tombstone.' 

" ' What is my course ?' cried the invalid— 
' speak, prophet of evil !' 

" ' Prophet of nonsense !' said Burnet coldly. 
' You will not die this bout : you are too 
young and strong ; you are buoyed up with too 
many hopes; your life is anchored with too- 
many pleasant recollections. No, no, you will 
not die this bout. You will lend your ward- 
robe, piece by piece, to the pawnbroker who 
does not want it, and he in return will lend his 
money, piece by piece, to you who do. When 
you are able to go to work again you will in 
due time release a part of your property;— 
and thus you will do very well, rich and poor, 
well and ill clad alternately, for some years- 
more. You will perhaps in the interim get 
married: your love will turn out a — wife; 
some of your children will die in the measles ; 
you will work much, and eat, if not drink, 
sparingly -. — and thus you will do very well — 
very well indeed — for some years more.' 

" ' And then ?' asked William, with a gasp, 
as Burnet quietly finished his sentence. 

" ' Inquire some time hence,' replied the 
law-writer; < I speak of things as I find 
them.' " 

When reduced to the brink of despair, and 
in the act of throwing himself over Black- 
friar's-bridge in a fit of insanity, his pocket 
Bible hurts his breast, as he is straining over 
the parapet ; and on taking it out, he discovers. 
a £SO bank note in the first page, placed there 
by Mr. Vesper. 

We shall not describe his subsequent adven- 
tures, or the catastrophe, which is not very 
skilfully brought about ; and the anticipation 
of it would only mar the reader's interest in 
the plot, if, as we strongly recommend, he 
takes the pleasure of reading the book. We 
confess, too, that we think Helen Howard, 
the heroine, rather an unaccountably strong- 
minded and excellent sort of person, much 
more easily to be met with in a novel than in 
real life. We beg, however, to recall the) 
attention of our country cousins, to Burnet's 
notion of a man doing " very well indeed" hi 
London; and to assure them, that we who 
have " sounded our perilous way," through the 
heights and depths of society in that metro- 
polis, and looked upon its various phases with 
a somewhat ' learned spirit of human dealing, * 
can answer for the verisimilitude of the descrip- 
tion. We wish, moreover, to warn the younger 
branches of excellent families, who love to re- 
pair to London with ten pounds and three in- 
troductions in their pocket, " to wait till 
something turns up," that it is not particularly 
probable they will be followed to town by an 
elderly gentleman in a brown coat and brown 
cane, with bushy eye-brows and a long purse, 
to fold £30 bank notes in their small Bible, 
the only book they always carry about their 
person. But we ourselves shall write a lead- 
ing article all about London very soon. For 
the rest, they may gain a great deal of curious 
information, the result of shrewd observation 
and knowledge of ' life in town,' from Mr. 
Leitch Ritchie's interesting volumes. 



